158                      JAMES MCCOSH

nothing. He spoke of the soldiers as spreading immo-
rality. I confess that they do not appear to be so im-
moral as our own. As we crossed the TJnter-den-lrnden,
we saw great floods of people coming home from the
gardens beyond the gates; men and women, old and
young, and certainly all were conducting themselves
most appropriately.

Lest you complain that my friends are too learned, I
will now introduce you to a very different person. I long
hesitated whether to deliver Lord Dufferin's letter to Graf
von Goltz, who is Aide-de-camp, Adjutant-General, and
chief friend to the Prince of Prussia, brother to the king,
and now, in fact, sovereign, as the elder brother's mind
seems hopelessly gone. At last I picked up courage and
presented myself. Never man got a warmer reception!
What could he do for me I He would make his servant
go round with me! He would take me to the theatre
and opera on Sabbath! He would introduce me to a
gentleman who had made Shakespeare the study of Ms life !
I was determined not to go to the theatre; determined
especially to keep the Sabbath as I keep it at home. I
did not know well what to say, but I turned off the con-
versation to some things I wanted to see. He told me
he would call on me, and I bolted off. Not wishing to have
another talk about Sabbath theatricals, I actually left my
hotel at the hour I expected him to call. When I came
in I found he had been here, and I was congratulating
myself upon my cleverness in avoiding him. I thought
myself as clever as the preacher in Greyfriars who, when
he went out of [anglice, forgot] his sermon in the pulpit,
pretended to faint and had to be carried out into the vestry
where, when all the people had left him except a few, hed
